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A PROUD EXPLOIT. 


The squadron, sailing proudly, 

A merchantman descries ; 
And calls upon her loudly 

To yield her as a prize. 

The merchantman complies 
For fear of slaughter gory. 

Then shout we to the skies— 

‘‘Hoorah! for war and glory !"’ 





Saturday.—Hysterical war meeting (against Spain) in Trafalgar 
Square. Got out of it as soon as I could. Fleets of Spain and 

| America have no Saturday half-holiday to-day. Heard Mr. Asquith 
| on Aistheticism and Criticism.’’ Saw the Photographic Exhibition 
at the Portman Rooms, Baker Street. Dined with the Institute of 
| Journalists at the Hotel Cecil; also with Duke of Cambridge and 
| the Royal Society of Music at the Metropdle. Saw Miss Kate 
Terry make her reappearance on the stage in the evening 
Memories of youth came back tome! My first night at the play! 
Kate Terry, Henry Neville, and Nellie Farren in one bill. Kheu 








By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Took the Duke and Duchess of York to Portsmouth. | F "EI 1 tone: 
Running over to Madrid to open the Cortes, was pulled up in town | wgaces! § 40, POSSRUMOUS, HE BUT t 
by finding Spurgeon’s Tabernacle in flames. Rapidly burnt to the | Monday.--Declared war. Welcomed Stoddart’s team home and 
ground. Very sorry, indeed. In the evening heard Mr. E.0.Sachs | — chaffed them a bit. Then off to the West Ham Picture Show. Saw 
(at the Society of Arts) on stage mechanism. He was down on the Photographic Exhibition at the Crystal Palace was in proper 
realism, saying ‘‘it ain’t so,” because scenes are flat really and in form, then took H.R.H. down to it. Dismissed the Chelsea petition, 
profile, whereas reality isn’t. He’s quite right, of course. and heard the Prince of Monaco at the Royal Geographical Society 
MAKING A SCENE. in the evening. 
Friend E. O. Sachs about the stage Tuesday.—Saw the Proclamation of Neutrality properly dis- 
Is rather pessimistic, tributed and published. Heard of a big fire in Glasgow and rushed 
He says our scenes, though all the rage, off to see it. Tremendous blaze, theatre and cathedral both in 
Are far from realistic. danger. Church and stage saved, however, but the damage serious. 
A true indictment E. O. brings, Kaiser Wilhelm sent a war dog to the Sultan— peculiar present. 
Our scenes we ought to slaughter, | Went tosee big battle picture at Mr. Arthur Tooth’s Gallery. Dear 
And sow and plant the trees and things, me. what a lot of war about! 
And build the bricks and mortar . 
Thursday.—Spent a good deal of time at the Royal Society's Club WE LAUGH HA! Ha! 
looking at the photographs of the eclipse. Then went home to | There’s war in the air and the odour of powder, 
read the Budget. Glad to find the income-tax payers have a wate The clashing of steel and the rattle of guns, 
a The shrieks of hysterics grow louder and louder, 
Friday.—Bandon strike ended, as usual with strikes, in defeat They drown the demands of our duty (and duns), 
a Went tothe Press view of we New re. = The ais goes up (and the prices!) “dog for dog,” 
ittie show. vavs like it—so gqraspabdle. s3rough renera : 
Woodford ag Bey PR co Ren. lively aoe, and Is the cry of our children, our men's and our youth's, 
Saved him, And the Kaiser has sent, to the Sultan, a war dog, 


narrowly escaped losing the secretary at frontier. 
however, and proceeded triumphantly. Helped Sampson capture a 
vessel—first war exploit of great United States Navy—took a vessel THe SPOTTE 

Which couldn’t hit back ! HE SPOTTER. 


While a big battle picture is showing at Tooth’s ! 


re 


answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, pontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 





Norice.—The Editor will not be 
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BAD FOR HIM. 


Young Bigge-Foote.—'‘ Sec how madly jealous Miss Smith is because I am dancing 


with you.”’ 
Miss Snubweill.—* Oh, no; it is not that. 


She saw you repeatedly treading on my 


“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “Fun’s” WASHERWOMAN, 


Irs come at larst! I thoughtit woud, 
arter the President’s pomatum, or 
wotever you calls it. The warships are 
scuddin’ about (‘‘ wessels of wrath,” I 
calls ’em), an’ no doubt there are many 
sur-prizes in store for both sides. It 
strikes me that the Don nation are 
badly in want of don-ations, an’ you can 
bet that in the end the ‘“ Almighty 
Dollar” will conkur, as it gin’rally does, 
an’ then I guess Spain will feel dollar- 
ous. I’m sorry that wheat’s gone up, 
for bread must go down (our throats), 
an’ it’s ’ard for the pore workin’ classes, 
who don’t ’ave many grains of comfort; 
but I ’ave no simpathy for the idle ones 
wot loaf about to cadge bread, not for- 
gettin’ beer an’ ’bacca. 

Itis sad that Spurgeon’s Tabernacle 
shoud ’ave been burnt down. The very 
place wot was built as a carsel, so to 
speak, to save us sinfull mortals from 
fire, ’as fallen a victim to the elefant 
itself. Sich is the irons of fate! 

The Chancellor of the Extrachequer, 
as I calls ’im, ’as taken 6d. duty off each 
pound o’’bacca. Well, ’e’s only done ’is 
duty, to my-idear. 

May Day-will ’ave jist gone wen you 
read this, but ’ardly anyone gives it 
a thought nowadays; all theold customs 
are dyin’ out, ’cepting All Fools’ Day ’an 
Guy Forks, wich are kep’ up wether 
people like it or not, ‘cause there'll 
always be fools an’ guys as long as the 
world larsts. P’r’aps this don’t sound 
very aimabel, but I’ve been readin’ about 
those foolish lads firin’ off revolvers 
in the streets, with the result that one of 
‘em is killed, wich put me in mind 
of fools; an’ I’ve jist looked in the glass, 
wich put me in mind of guys. I’m 
candi[e]d, if I’m not sweet. 





dress just now, and heard you were going to ask her for the next waltz.” 
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“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


We are all waiting for the battle; we have had the capture of 
non-combatants—the time is arriving when the belligerents must 
‘‘come to cues.”” When they do the result is not nearly such a 
foregone conclusion as everyone at first was inclined to think would 
be the case. Spain is playing very dark, and the dark-horse some- 
times wins; not that there is much chance of Spain coming out on 
top in the long run, but it does seem as though she were going to 
make a good fight for it. 


a 


Whatever happens, the result can hardly be anything than good 
for this country, looking at it from a selfish standpoint; not the 
most important standpoint by any means, but one that should not 
be disregarded. First, the war will probably put an end for some 
time to come of the game of twisting the lion’s tail. The States 
have always looked on this country as their enemy and the rest of 
Europe as their friends. This belief has been sedulously fostered 
by the Continental Powers. The States now see how mistaken they 
have been. But for Great Britain there would, by this time, have 
been a coalition of Latin States against America. We have stopped 
all that. 

* * * 

It must also have struck the Americans that, in taking so little 
notice of their rudeness to us over Venezuela, we were not actuated 
by fear. It was ~~ good-natured indifference. America will 
have recognised by this time that there was no reason on earth 
why we should have been afraid. If it is straining the resources of 
the States to get ready for poor little Spain, if they have to buy tugs 
and ships of all sorts and conditions to protect their shores from a 
dilatory and weak enemy like Spain, in what plight would they 
have been had they gored us into war, with the British fleet to 





sweep down on them inside of a week? Before they could have 
raised regiments at all, let alone drilled and armed them, the fleet 
of England would have been master of the situation. Before the 
Americans could have raised the first part of an army, British 
troops would have been poured into Canada. We are now learning 
a facts of America’s preparations for war. We have got inside 
the bluff. 


I hope our manufacturers will take advantage of the present 
opportunities and bestir themselves to make up leeway. We do 
not want all the trade America will lose by the war to get into 
German hands. It is our chance. The longer this war lasts the 
more will America’s manufactured exports be cut into Are we to 
have the lion’s share of them or are the Germans? We are still 
half asleep. 

* x * 

Russia has already broken two of her assurances. In plain 
words, she lied when she promised that Port Arthur and Talienwan 
were to be open to our commerce. She never meant them to be 
open. Only a few weeks have elapsed since she gave her word; she 
has lied, and lied promptly. The British Ministers who expressed 
so implicit a belief in Russian assurances look very small to-day. 
Our cartoon of the 15th March exactly represented the condition of 
affairs, and as they have resulted. The position taken up by the 
Globe is absolutely justified. Every man not blinded by party 
idolatry or fear of Russia knew perfectly well what would result 
from a policy of drift. 








Sympathy. 
“T say, policeman, there’s a fellow down that court beating his 
wife!"’ 
‘Oh, well, I daresay she deserves it. I’m married myself,sonny!” 
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~The New Toreador!! 


Bravo, Jonathan, now’s your time— 
We're getting tired of brag and 
bluster ; 
Make a bid for the true sublime, 
Add to honour the final lustre. 
Banderillos were very well, 
Waving scarves and avoiding dances, 
Now comes the struggle, who can tell 
Upon which sideare the better chances ? 


Wait there, Jonathan, here he comes, 
Ramping and snorting, stamping, 
raging, 
With blare of trumpets and roll of drums, 
But doesn’t quite know whom he’s 
engaging. 
Wait there, Jonathan, calm and cool, 
More than your match some people 
think him, 
Never mind that, keep cool, and you'll 
—— unhurt while you deftly pink 
im ! 


Steady, Jonathan, all mankind 
Gazes at you in silent wonder— 
Most, to your virtues deaf and blind, 
Think your attitude’s just a blunder. 
Britain, however, is staunch and true, 
On your side are our hearts enlisted— 
Maybe, Sir, ’twill occur to you 
That we might turn the tail you’ve 
often twisted. 


Blood of our blood, we are all for you, 
Against whomever you make attacks 


on— 
The racial tie, though strained, holds 
true, 
‘* Bully for you!” cries the Anglo- 
Saxon, 


Moral support is all you need, 
Else had we strode “the ring” to- 
gether— 
Until the wide world’s saved and freed, 
Bound are we in a moral tether. 


Stand firm, Jonathan, let him come; 
What's the use of some little brushes ? 
Wait till the ring begins to hum 
With the wildest rush of his angry 
rushes 
Stand firm, Jonathan, he’s at bay— 
His wrath he never can calm or 
smother, 
Stand you firm, for the coming fray 
Means death for one, or death for the 
other. 


One of his breed, long years ago, 
With desperate, deadly, stern in- 
sistence, 
With equal wrath and greater show 
Threatened our national existence. 
Then we baited him, drove him back, 
—_ old sea-dogs rushed out to meet 
im ; 
Taught him a lesson in attack 
Showed him how Englishmen meant 
to greet him. 


Feebler son of that far-off sire— 
Still he’ll fight, for there’s no retreat- 
ing— 
Feebler, aye, but the self-same ire, 
Still a foe who will take some beating. 
Stand firm, Jonathan—show your pluck, 
Sooner or later you’re bound to meet 
him— 
Face him valiantly, and with luck 
Helping you, you will soundly beat 
im. 
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Injured Johnnie.—‘* Weally, Choley, I think it most dweadfully unkind of you— 
keeping the fashion paper all this time, leaving me nothing but this wubbishing old 


newspaper to look at, when you know I’m expecting my tailor every minute.” 


Yours the strength of the Saxon race, 

Heart of oak, in its steel nerves 
banded— 

Death and danger you still may face, 
Open foe or the underhanded. 

Quietly does it! Wait his rush— 
Keep your power still undiminished— 

Strike as upon you he seems to crush, 
Strike, and the deadly fray is finished 


Bravo, Jonathan, now’s your time, 
Gone for ever the days of bluster; 
Make a bid for the true sublime 
With all the power that you can 
muster. 
Banderillos were very well, 
Waving scarves and avoiding dances, 
Now comes the struggle, skill will tell, 
Conquering weight and compelling 
chances. 











Perfectly Straightforward. 

[With regard to the recently-published 
despatches dealing with the late errors 
in the Far East, a daily contemporary 
gravely remarked: ‘“ Lord Salisbury, 80 
far as the despatches indicate his real 
state of feeling, appears to have believed 


~—— ee ee 


down to the last moment that he was 
dealing with a perfectly straightforward 
adversary.’ The italics are ours.) 


WueEn England plays a little game, 
She plays it on the square— 

To be above-board is her aim, 
For she is very fair. 

Each card she on the table thumps, 
And she will ne’er believe 

That her opponent holds his trumps 
And honours up his sleeve. 


For her the light of other days, 
The innocence of youth ; 

She positively has a craze 
For ill-timed trust in truth. 

But her opponents, steeped in guilt, 
In other manners play— 

For, sad to say, they’re mostly built 
In quite another way. 


She plays; they play; outsiders smile 
As they have ever smiled 

To see a land devoid of guile 
So shamefully —— 

But still she plays the simple game, 
Unskilled and ill-advised, 

And when she loses, she’ll exclaim :— 
‘* Well, there, I am surprised ! ”’ 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 143.) 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


| wewr to Putney and renewed acquaintance with Mr. and 

‘Mrs. Kendal under the | cieuiacinaens, of Mx. Walter 
Frith’s new play, Not Wiesly Dut Too Well. 

_ The story, although based om the good old Scots marriage iaw, is 


their son, into the Duke’s house as his private secretary, but neither 
father mor son knows of the relationship. She has determined 
that her boy, Philip, shall not be done out of what she regards as 
his just rights by the forthcoming marriage; she has determined 
to break her long silence and proclaim her position to the world. 
The Duke is in an agony of trouble. He knows that he still loves 
her, but he is determined not to have a scandal, not to break off 
with his intended wife, Lady Betty D’Arcy; and, while he wants to 
do all that he can for Mrs. Grantham, he will not believe that she is 
his wife, ana tells her so. She says she will prove it. 

When he hears that his secretary, the youth whom he has grown 
to like so strongly, is his son, he wants to do all he can for 
him, but he will not acknowledge him, and he is furious 
indignant when he learns that ey, 4 is in love wi 
his niece, whom he wishes to wed in her own aristocratic 
circle. Nothing short of the recognition of their son as the 
Duke’s heir, and his freedom to the woman he loves will 
satisfy his mother. The Duke turns Philip adrift, and 
tions for the e go on. The visitors’ book of the Scotch 
hotel where the Duke stayed with his first sweetheart is extant, 
but the leaf with their names on it as Mr.and Mrs. So-and-So is 
missing, and poor Mrs. Grantham is further off than ever from 
her claim, but the Duke’s heart is yearning for her, and it 


fs only the t of Lady Betty’s A naga that prevents him 
me Pome her to remarry , and thus, according to 
ish law, legitimise their son. 


The i is solved when Lady Betty cruelly insults Mrs. 
Grantham. The t is cancelled, he rushes off to his old 
love, and arrives in ee oo 
he and Philip are happy at last. 

The play affords Mrs. Kendal many fine opportunities. Supremely 
natural, wonderfully true to life, her picture of the wronged and 
unhappy woman was s beautiful creation. Mr. Kendal, too, as the 
Duke, played with a firm strong touch. Mr. Edgcumbe, as the son, 
acted with much force and feeling; Mr. Polson, as a man in love 
with Mrs. Grantham, with _ discretion ; Mr. Rudge Harding, 
as the happy bank clerk, with a splendid flow of high spirits; Miss 
Janet Evelyn, as Lady Betty, with much taste and vivacity; Miss 
Una Cockerill, as the Duke's niece, with pleasant sentiment. We 
shall look forward to seeing this play in the autumn, when Mr. and 
Mrs. Kendal become tenants of the St James's. 


The return of Miss Kate Terry to the stage after an absence of 30 
ey naturally attracted to the Globe a — audience on the 
The Joby om Sessosalind, antertcholce Wate stocc depending 
an in en ’ 
hee to seep titia. ie Sie hic Gen cours eoptitcalay 0 himnedel 
there is , story pract to 
stage the past of an extraordinary dogmatic ree | 
with a heart, when get to it, of gold. He isa 
millionaire of his own efforts. insists on his well-beloved son 
following in his civic footsteps, but his son's heart is in the army. 


He turns his son from the house. His ter insists on marrying 
the man she loves, and not the man of her father’s choice. He 
turns her adrift. Later, when his wife, to whom he is devotedly 


attached, refuses to promise not to write to their children, 

and resses her determination to go to her daughter who is 
ok le, he ejects her. Thus he is left alone with his nephew, 
bm he places all his trust. 
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almost to bankruptcy. The old man is conquered. He confesses 
there is no master but love. 
Mr ; Mr. Gillmore, as his son: 
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interesting from first to last. 

It is a sort of modern School for Scandal. The hero is Charles, 
his brother is Joseph, the husband with a flighty wife is Sir Peter. 
And there is a screen scene. Mr. Hawtrey isa young scrapegrace 
who has separated from his wife. He bets, drinks, and does all 
sorts of wicked things, but he is a thoroughly good fellow all the 
same. It is his eldest brother, a shining light in the House of Com- 
mons, a leader in the cause of morality, who tries to take a silly 
romantic young woman away from her husband. It is from shield- 
ing him that Charles Surface Hawtrey gets into scrapes. The 
husband never knows who it is that his wife flirted with, nothing 
happens to Joseph, Charles and his wife come together again, and 
all ends well. There is a magnificent fancy dress ball to lend 


colour to a most entertaining evening. 
GOSSAMER. 


Mr. Edward Knoblauch is to be congratulated upon his opening 
the Avenue Theatre with The Club Baby, a farcical comedy in 
three acts, and of which he is part author with Mr. L. Sterner. 
The theme is generated by the baby’s caretaker, who relinquishes 
and deposits her charge upon the entrance to Mr. Orgood’s 
Club. The members resolve to take care of the abandoned 
infant, which, however, proves too much for them, so they 
resolve to dispose of it by raffle’ Of course, the stray 
individual, in the shape of Jeremiah Larkins, Orgood’s father-in- 
law, who goes to the club in disguise, and is mistaken for a female, 
wins the baby. Orgood’s wife, accompanied by her sister, goes 
thither, each arrayed in male attire. The complications and cross 
accusations are screamingly farcical, and a female solicitor who sits 
unmercifully upon her second husband, and swaggers generally, 
finally turns out to be the one who had entrusted the infant to the 
absconding nurse. The acting is faultless and satisfying in every way. 
The two Broughs, father and son respectively, take the parts of 
Larkins and Orgood, and their humorous collaboration leaves 
nothing wanting. Miss Vane Featherstone as Mrs. Orgood and 
Miss Beatrice Ferrar as Florry Larkins severally impress one with 
their powerful acting. The scene at the Corkscrew Club is 
extremely diverting, and, altogether, the farce goes well from start 
to finish. It should develop into one of the season’s successes. 


H.R.H. Princess Christian and Princess Victoria, and Prince 
Christian Victor of Schlesweig Holstein, recently witnessed the 
rformance of the Dove Cot at the Duke of York’s Theatre. 
e comedy is going very strong, and seats are being booked six 
weeks in advance. The part of Clara Bamford is at present being 
layed by Miss Miriam Clements, who wears some of the latest 
arisian toilettes. 

Mr. Forbes Robertson says that every one in Germany has been 
so kind and considerate, from the Emperor—‘ who came to see us 
twice, and who en me with this pin, and Mrs. 
Campbell with a beautiful bracelet-—downwards, that I shall pay 
—— Pony age visit > Sea Mr. Robertson also 
remar in Germany is really appreciated, and 
that his (and Mr. Robertson’s) Hamlet was each eliaieak. There 
isa htful suggestion of Wemmick in the reference to the per- 
conieiine "Wa in. We can almost hear that inestimable person 





after all, you know, it’s property and portable.” 


“ They’ve been sovery good to me!” 
The great performer cried, 


“This pin I swear 
To keep and wear 
Will be my proudest pride. 
Besides their courtesy they'll find 
Has not been shed in vain, 
For I shall shed it back in kind 
And visit them again. 
































“‘ They said that Shakespeare's nice, 
They liked my acting, too— — 
Our Hamlet, they 
Are pleased to say, 
— ee and true. 
y smile has gathered their applause, 
My frown was not in vain— 
They fret not, though I left, because 
I’m going back again. 
“ Their Emperor he gazed at me— 
And tears of joy he shed— 
I heard him speak— 
*I like your cheek!’ 
Was what the monarch said. 
And so I've quite determined I'll 
Not give the Germans pain — 
And in a very little while 
I'll visit them again.” 


Patace THEaTRE.—The management of the American biograph, 
with its usual enterprise and energy, has had, and is maintaining, 
@ private yacht off the Cuban Coast to take views of the political 
and war movements. The first instalment of these views will 
include “‘ The Departure of Consul-General Lee from Havana,” 
“The Spanish Volunteers in the Streets of Havana,” “‘A View of 
the Sunken Wreck of the ill-fated Maine,” and other topical 
scenes of great interest in and about the harbour and city of 
Havana. 


Mr. J. W. Cundall’s annual handbook for American travellers for 
1898 hath attained unto its eighth year of publication, under the 
title of “‘ America Abroad.” Yankee astuteness will, by a perusal 
of this little book, catch on to European ways without the slightest 
embarrassment. Only practical information is given. It is pub- 
lished at 8 and 9, Essex Street, Strand, W.C., price 6d. 

The Cantab contains some cleverly-written verses and an excellent 
account of the Oxford and Cambridge boat race. 


The 16th annual show of pet dogs will be held at the Royal 
Aquarium, on Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday this week. 








A Paper War. 


[Despite the fact that the preliminary course of the war is slow, 
@ certain section of the Press has stepped in to fill the void with 
suggestions of a battle every day.”—Daily Paper.] 


“ Wuy don’t they fly at one another’s throats?” 
Exclaims the anxious person taking notes ; 

But since his forte is writing, 

To a lot of fancy fighting 
His strong imagination he devotes ! 


And thus before they'd fired a single shot, 

He sent the news to London piping hot, 
How, its frail defences battered, 
Poor Havana had been shattered 

And sent, as vulgar folk would say, to pot! 


The Spanish fleet—so ran the thrilling tale— 

Has seized New York, and Yankee cheeks t) rn pale, 
For the victory of the Spanish 
Has caused their pluck to vanish— 

’Twas later said the fleet had not set sail! 


Now, smart invention is the pressman’s forte, 
And scarcely had the Spaniards stormed this port, 
When a fearful fight and frantic 
Raged upon the broad Atlantic, 
And the guns produced a very fine report! 


And, hough the strife does not’ yet rage afar, 
~.. .--There’s nought our martial interest to mar, 
Since such enterprising writing 
Quite anticipates the fighting, 
- With all the pomp and circumstance of war! 


> 

















THE WAY TO BE HAPPY. 
Father.—*‘ Well, Johnny, did your teacher tell you how you 
might be a happy boy if you wished?” 
Johnny (who has been to a Suna School tea meeting ).—‘ Oh, 
yes, bee He said, ‘ Now, boys, of you eat as much as ever 
you e,’ ? 
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Personal Attention. 


Mrs. Murphy.—“ Shure, yez husband seems very fond of yez, 
Biddy ; he shows great attention to yez.” 

Mrs. U’ Grady.—“ He does thot. Shure, he niver lets a birthday 
pass widout givin’ me the swatest av black oyes!” 








Omniscience Extraordinary. 
[Mr. A. W. Scobell, an Englishman, assured a meeting of Spanish 
patriots (in Winchester House, Old Broad Street) that the citizens 


" of London were to a man in favour of Spain.} 


Wart hoax has been diffused ? what dull 
Canard? By whose rascality 

Have we been told that Johnnie Bull 
Has mouthed the word “ neutrality ” 

Anent the war ‘twixt Yank and Don ? 
We deemed the rumour serious; 

But an up-to-date “ John Littlejohn” 
Has nailed the deleterious 

And unveracious statement down! 

And citizens of London town 

Know (though they otherwise maintain) 

That, to a man, they favour Spain ! 


We thought our views were sound and strong; . 
We thought we wished the glorious 

Red flare of war to flame not long— 
Wished Yanks to prove victorious ! 

But, lo! the noble Scobell shows 

ee eae : 
e wax, when we our brains suppose ; * 
Endowed with thought-gems sensible! 

When of our neutral pose we raved— 

When, in our secret prayers, we craved 

That Dons might be by Yanks o’ermatched— 

We Bedlamized! We Colney-Hatched! ! 

For know-all Scobell tells us plain 

That, to a man, we've fayour Spain! ti 
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A Dying Cab-Horse in Praed Street. 


Irs head on the kerb, limbs outstretched and still— 
With a crowd around it, of course, 
Who gaze and gape, as curious folks will— 
Lies a worn-out, dying cab-horse, 
Its slavery o’er! Say, stern Mother Earth— 
Has it tasted the full joys of living 
E’en once in its day since the hour of its birth ? 
1f not—was life’s gift worth the giving? 
Was it but a four-footed machine for our use, 
Fed and tended with just enough care 
To wring from it deftly, without abuse, 
Every effort? Well, now, itlies there, 
And if wanted for still further work—in that gutter 
Read the answer, clear as noonday, 
For its pose and its attitude silently utter 
A last, emphatic “ way!” 





FUN. 




















The Domestic Servant’s Education. 


Oprsions seem to differ as to what a maid should know, 
Who her living as a servant has to earn. 
But I think it doubtful if to boarding schools she had to go 
She would benefit by all that she might learn. 
I think that capable to read and write she should become 
And know enough arithmetic to do a simple sum, 
While sewing might be added to this brief curriculum, 
And I guess that’s about enough. 


Now, Sarah Ann, our servant, she was never long at school, 
And a high degree of culture wholly lacks. 

Of orthography and syntax she doesn’t know a rule, 
Elen caligraphy her faculties would tax. 

She is not exactly pretty; but her hair is all her own. 

Her figure is not dainty; she is rather large in bone. 


While her height is five feet seven and her weight is thirteen stone. 


And I guess that's about enough, 


In her language Sarah Ann is never what you'd call refined, 
Her pronunciation’s never quite correct ; 

And when she gives an errand boy a parcel of her mind, 
Traces of her lowly birth you can detect. 

Her mode of aspiration no accepted rule enthralls, 

It is sad to hear her dubbing certain little fishes ‘‘sorls ”’ ; 

But she talks just like a father to the milkman when he calls, 

And I guess that’s about enough. 


In regard to mathematics, Sarah Ann has not gone far ; 
She can add, substract, divide, and multiply. 
But she doesn’t know the difference 'twixt a planet and a star, 
And she can’t read Latin any more than fly. 
To political economy she never gave a thought, 
For the laws of wealth and property she never has been taught; 
But she knows exact the price at which commodities are bought, 
And I guess that’s about enough. 


She never prates about her rights, nor broods upon her wrongs, 
Psychology is Greek to Sarah Ann. 

She only knows her prayer book and some sentimental songs, 
And she doesn’t hate that selfish monster, man. 

Of love her views are simple as a nigger minstrel tune. 

She's very little time to spare in which to flirt and spoon, 

But she treats a big policeman and walks out with a dragoon, 

And I guess that’s about enough. 


Water-Logged. 
(“The annual session of the English Grand Lodge of Good 


Templars was opened at Plymouth. A report was submitted in 
which the suggestion of Mr. Herbert Gladstone that Local Veto 
should be dropped from the Liberal programme was described as 
sheer folly.”—Daily Paper.] 


Tuey are scouting his suggestion with asperity, 
The worthy, the redoubted Herbert G. 

They tell that weighty wight that of a verity 
He may not dream of whisky in his tea. 

They say their plans shall yet attain maturity, 
That Local Veto yet shall be a fact, 

And that we may become in near futurity, 
A nation of teetotallers—by Act. 


But Herbert scorns that ‘‘ Act,” he would be dropping it 
(O, Shepherds, tend ye warily your flocks), 
Upon oblivion’s shelf he would be popping it, 
As fit for only infants and old crocks. 
Which may be very wicked, but which, happily, 
Some measure of sagacity denotes, 
For Local Veto, though the term reads snappily, 
Is the worst wheeze in the world for catching votes. 


So, what with Herbert turning up cantankerous, 
And Stigginses with kitchen-poker backs, 

The Rads cry: ‘‘ We’ve no port wherein to anchor us, 
Our Party boat all steering tackle lacks. 

Our dearest friends have now no heart to flatter us, 
Yea, derelict and water-logged are we, 

We're toiling with both wind and wave to batter us, 
Betwixt the devil and the angry sea.”’ 


May 3, oe 











Holidays Ahoy! 
By a Crry CLERK. 


Away with the ink, and away with the pen! 
I’m off to the ocean— hurrah ! 

Away from this half-ventilated old den, 
With its dust and mustiness—pah ! 


Away with the ledger, away with the lot ! 
I’m off to the bracing sea-air ; 

I don’t care a hang, and I don’t care a jot, 
If I never come back here—so there ! 


Away with the guv’nor, away with his growl! 
I’m off to the beach and the pier, 

Away from this atmosphere, murky and foul, 
To revel in ozone and beer! 











A NEW SERIAL STORY, ENTITLED 


“Fourteen Days; a Romance of Margate,” 


By the author of “ Winklepuff,” will be commenced in the 
next issue. 

















For Breakfast. 





Chocolat Menier 


Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


Sold Retall Everywhere. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 












